246                  ' RIDES  IN  THE  DESEBT
... I don't quite know why it is so striking ; perhaps it appeal to that side of human nature which is grim, which rejoices in ruin, which would strip off all covering to face fearful reality. ... It appeals to us too by its silence, giving one a greater sense of personality than one has elsewhere. In the desert one is an atom it may be, but still an atom in a great chain of things. I think I should like to be utterly alone there; I daresay I should not enjoy it, but at any rate I can imagine why Moses and Elijah went there.
We two trotted along in the silence witli our men behind. It is not for such as us to be apt pupils in snch a school, but we hope something of its atmosphere may cling around us. Today is a lovely day and I see Ali crossing tlie river. If he has your letters we shall be off.
The next letter tells how our graceful " Hedwig " had shed her great white wings and assumed the appearance of a huge Oxford barge, with the addition of many oars ;
ABOO SIMKEL, January 30th, 1880.—Motion is no longer the beautiful experience it has been. At Wadi-Halfah we took down the big yard—100 feet long, ten feet longer than the boat —and rolled up the big sail. Pits have been opened in the deck, in which the sailors stand, and oars have been fitted. The men give three strokes in one. Each stands" and gives one pull, a further one as he sits, and a third by dragging his arms down. All is done without taking his oars out of the water. A kind of dramatic performance goes on to keep up time and courage. The work is not hard, because it is not continuous. The most of the time we drift and the boat turns round as in a waltz. The question of the day is, "Which way are we going ? " It is not pleasant and tends to giddiness.
No ! it certainly was not " pleasant," and as the seasonal wind was strong, being from the north, and always against us, my husband, who was a bad sailor, often had long periods of discomfort, only relieved by the interest of our frequent land excursions.
February 6ft, 1880.—The temple at Aboo Simbel cannot fail to impress any man, it is so very human in its grandeur. Let me try and tell you of it. Fancy the rock at the sea-wall at Clifton as it was when it faced down the river. Suppose Borne King of Britain 4,000 years ago had cut in this rock a smooth, level face reaching up more than a third of the rock's height. Then on this face had carved four great sitting figures, more than sixty feet high, to sit before a temple he had hollowed out in the rock. If you can imagine this you can imagine something of the first appearance of Aboo Sirobel.